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Summary 


He thought of Quackity often. He wanted to get his attention, piss him off a little. He would 
think oftentimes of their days in Pogtopia, where he was in that dark, awful spot. He was 
awful, he was horrible, he did so many awful things. But he remembered Quackity. He 
remembered being tipsy at Niki’s party and kissing Quackity, the other man’s cheeks dusted 
in a light pink. He didn’t regret that night at all, but he wished there had been more time, if he 
had allowed more time, for the feelings he had for his rival to be explored. Because there was 
something between them, a gentle kindredness that Wilbur never experienced with anyone 
else. It made his time during Pogtopia that slight bit more bearable. And yet it wasn’t enough. 


Or Wilbur watches the sunrise and asks Quackity to dance with him. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Wilbur was staring out at the horizon on top of the Needle in Las Nevadas, watching the sun 
rise. Ever since being revived, he swore to never miss a single one, after so many horrifying 
years alone in the dark, never feeling any ounce of warmth. Just the hard stone floor and the 
cold. He wanted to appreciate these moments as the sun crept upwards, bathing the whole 
world in light. The view from atop the tower was also nice, allowing him to see the trees just 
outside Las Nevadas and beyond. He knew he wasn’t really supposed to be up here, but he 
didn’t care. If Quackity caught him, he’d feel great joy at the shorter man’s annoyed 
expression. 


He thought of Quackity often. He wanted to get his attention, piss him off a little. He would 
think oftentimes of their days in Pogtopia, where he was in that dark, awful spot. He was 
awful, he was horrible, he did so many awful things. But he remembered Quackity. He 
remembered being tipsy at Niki’s party and kissing Quackity, the other man’s cheeks dusted 
in a light pink. He didn’t regret that night at all, but he wished there had been more time, if he 
had allowed more time, for the feelings he had for his rival to be explored. Because there was 
something between them, a gentle kindredness that Wilbur never experienced with anyone 
else. It made his time during Pogtopia that slight bit more bearable. And yet it wasn’t enough. 


He heard soft footsteps behind him, and he turned his head to see Quackity. 


“What are you doing up here?” Quackity asked. It sounded like a threat and a genuine 
question at the same time and something flickered in Wilbur’s chest. 


“Just watching the sunrise, Quackity,” Wilbur stated simply. Quackity didn’t seem convinced, 
rolling his eye at him. He walked forward though, joining Wilbur and standing beside him, 
placing his arms on top of the glass railing, watching the sun rise with him. 


“You know I told you that you’re not welcome in my country,” Quackity said. Wilbur let out 
a soft laugh. 


“Like you of all people are gonna stop me from enjoying a view like this,” Wilbur remarked 
with sarcasm. Quackity sighed. He seemed like he wasn’t in the mood to argue. Wilbur 
glanced at Quackity a few times, feeling his breath catch at how the sunlight began to beam 
on Quackity’s face. His light brown skin shone and his eye almost glimmered. Wilbur felt his 
chest grow warm. He faced Quackity, taking a few steps towards him and slowly reached his 
hand out. Quackity looked up at him in confusion. 


“T want to dance with you, Quackity,” Wilbur said. Quackity stared at him for a long moment, 
trying to test to see whether that was a joke or not. He laughed. 


“Why do you want to dance with me?” he asked. Wilbur smiled. 


“Listen, we could die at any moment and even though I quite frankly enjoy being alive again, 
anything could happen and I want to have this moment. And also, I have not danced in a 
while. I could use a little practice,” he said. He left out the part where he wanted to dance 
with Quackity because...it’s Quackity. Quackity made him feel alive again. Quackity was, in 
a way, his sunrise. 


“Wilbur if this is some sort of fucking trick—” 


“Tt isn’t. I just want to dance. Please.” 


Quackity sighed, taking Wilbur’s hand and placing his other on Wilbur’s shoulder. Wilbur’s 
hand gently met Quackity’s waist and he heard the shorter man’s breath hitch slightly. 
Quackity must also have not danced with anyone in a while. Or maybe Quackity just hadn’t 
been really touched by anyone in a while. 


The two began to dance, Wilbur humming a soft tune as he looked into Quackity’s eyes. 
Quackity tried avoiding eye contact, but Wilbur noticed a light pink on the younger’s cheeks 
that he just couldn’t ignore. That made him happy and scared and reminded him too much of 
Pogtopia. Of the unspoken something that had always been there, resting between them. How 
Quackity was beautiful and succeeded in his country and seemed happy, and Wilbur wasn’t. 
He wasn’t any of those things. 


Wilbur lightly squeezed the hand that he was holding, not expecting anything in turn when to 
his utter surprise he felt a faint squeeze back. It was an acknowledgement. He had to force 
himself to not get emotional at this moment, too many feelings overwhelming him at once, 
and it all tied back to the person he was dancing with. Wilbur stopped moving, Quackity 
looking up at him in confusion. 


“What the hell?” he asked, sounding almost disappointed. Wilbur sighed, taking the hand that 
was on his shoulder and holding Quackity’s hands in front of both of them, before releasing 
one hand to reach up and cup Quackity’s cheek, the younger looking at him with too many 
emotions— frustration, surprise, maybe even a little affection. Wilbur didn’t know how to put 
it all into words what that man made him feel, and he probably would never be able to. 


But, he could try. 


“You're still just as beautiful as the day I died. I hope you know that Quackity,” he 
whispered. Quackity’s eyes widened, speechless. Wilbur lowered his hand. He leaned 
forward, leaving a kiss on the man’s head. 


Quackity looked at him, not answering. Wilbur suddenly felt that sick, anxious feeling rise in 
his stomach. Fuck, fuck. He revealed too much, he let open his heart a little too much. Of 
course Quackity doesn’t love him, what the fuck was he thinking? He’d never love him. He 
couldn’t, he was happy in Las Nevadas and had all the wealth and glory that he needed. He 
didn’t need a broken bastard of a man to ruin everything. 


Without a word Wilbur ran, ignoring Quackity’s call to him as he ran into the elevator, 
frantically pressing the buttons to go down. He needed to leave this fucking place, avoid his 
shitty feelings towards Quackity that bubbled too close to the surface. He knew he would 
come back to annoy the man later, but he couldn’t fucking handle it right now. It hurt too 
much. 


He loved Quackity and it hurt too much. 


End Notes 
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